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supreme crisis.    By such men the Old Flag was
carried up those Heights and into the utmost re-
cesses of the Himalayas and by such men alone
could it be kept flying.   There is, to be sure, faith
and determination in abundance in England at the
present moment but she has no vision and no
philosophy, and without vision to guide an imperial
people and philosophy to nerve them, there can be
no distinct future."   As we progressed up the St.
Lawrence the country became flatter and flatter.
Now and again we passed fishing villages and towns
of quaint wooden houses looking so flimsy as if
made of deal-boards.   These flimsy-looking, deal-
board houses and the broad-based, four-wheeled
pony-carriages which flitted about hither and thither
by the riverside were the two things that struck me
most or rather amused me on my first acquaintance
with the New World.   As we went higher up the
river, the scenery became wilder and in places the
St.   Lawrence  broadened  out  and  carried  little
. islands, some of them well-wooded and others so
thickly covered with a kind of wild-flower that they
looked like floating patches of purple on the glisten-
ing surface of the river. Late that afternoon, as the
sun was sinking behind the distant hills, I got the
first glimpse of Montreal behind a row of factory
chimneys and thick clouds of smoke which they
emitted. With my detestation of smoke and factory
chimneys the first sight did not seem particularly
promising.    Shortly afterwards the Scandinavian
came alongside the pier, the gangway was hoisted up
and a moment later I stepped down on America.